THE STORY OF MY LIFE                      [18G:>
the middle of the night they were both aroused by three piercing terrible screams in the room clow to the bed. Petrified with horror, they hid under the bod-clothes, and lay thus more dead than alive till morning. With the first streak of dawn they crept down the passage to John Gidman's room, roused him, and told him what had happened. lie felt it was certainly an omen that the death they expected had occurred ; took the carriage and drove down at once to St. Leonards to Mrs. Hale. Dr. and Mrs. Hale were at breakfast when John Gidrnan arrived and went in
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word that his mistress was dead. When they went out, they found he had received no letter, but had only an inward conviction of the event from what had happened.
It was the same hour at which my mother, waking from her second trance in her room at Pan, had uttered three long piercing screains in her wandering, and said, " Oh? I shall never, never see my dear Holm-hurst again!"
There is no explanation to offer.
1 From " South-Western France.""